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THE  MINE  EXPLORED! 


OR,  ^ 

HELP  TO   THE   READING   OF   THE  BIBLE. 

383  Pages,  witii  five  Maps,  and  a  Chronological  Index  of  the  Principal  Events  m  the 
Bible.  Price  75  cents 

"  This  very  nseful  manual  was  written  by  the  late  B.  E.  Nicholls,  of  Cam. 
brldf^e,  England,  and  originally  published  by  the  Society  for  promoting  Christian 
Knowledge.  It  is  published  without  any  material  alterations,  and  has.,  a  value 
for  Sunday-schoolteachers  and  Bible-classes,  which  the  diligent  and  discriminating 
will  not  fail  to  discern." — Protestant  Churchman. 

This  volume  is  emphatically  worthy  of  its  title.  By  suitable  explanations  and 
arrangements  it  is  desigTied  to  direct  the  mind  of  the  reader  to  the  naked  and  solid 
truths  of  the  Scriptures,  and  prepare  it  to  digest  and  reduce  to  practice  these 
glorious  truths." — Christian  Chronicle. 

"  It  is  admirably  fitted  for  religious  teachers  of  all  grades,  for  Bible-classe?,  and 
for  advanced  members  of  Sabbath-ichools.  It  should  have  a  place  in  the  library 
of  ministers  and  all  who  are  engaged  in  the  education  of  youth  ;  as  the  maps, 
tables,  and  chronological  indices,  that  are  scattered  through  the  work,  make  it 
exceedingly  useful  as  a  book  of  reference." — Presbyterian  Banner. 

"  This  is  a  handsome  volume,  and  an  excellent  one  for  the  Bible-class  and  the 
family.  It  offers  the  reader  an  invaluable  manual  to  aid  him  in  exploring  the  un- 
fathomable mine  of  divine  treasures  contained  in  the  Holy  Scriptures." — Christian 
Observer. 
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^  By  tlie  Author  of  "  The  Sunny  Side." 

^  "  The  series  M'hich  bears  this  name  consists  of  four  little  volumes,  put  up 
neatly  in  a  case,  and  intended  for  holiday  presents.    The  popularity  of  the  little 

!!^-''  work  entitled  '  Sunny  Side,'  will  commend  them  to  the  purchasers  of  books  for 
children." — Evening  Post. 

\M        The  Kitty  Brown  Series. — By  the  Author  of  "  Sunny  Side."  Philadel- 

phia  :  American  Sunday  School  Union. 
'■J^        *'  Four  unexceptionable  books  for  children,  well  written  and  well  printed. 

*  Kitty  Brown,'  who  g:ives  her  Juame  to  the  series,  is  the  heroine  of  each  volume, 
!^  and  will  become  the  favorite  with  all  juvenile  readers  into  whose  hands  her  his- 
frm     tory  may  fall.    The  four  volumes  are  pleasantly  illustrated,  and  neatly  packed 

in  an  attractive  case. — New  York  Times.  - 

^        Kitty  Bkown  and  her  City  Cousins,  pp.  136, 
P)J^        Little  Kitty  Brown  and  her  Bible  verses,  pp.  94 
^        Kitty  Brown  and  her  little  School,  pp.  107. 
Kitty  Brown  beqinninq  to  Think,  pp.  153. 

"  These  handsome  little  volumes  constitute  the  'Kitty  Brown  Series'  of  in- 
^  structive  and  entertaining  stories  for  children,  by  the  Author  of  '  Sunny  Side,' 
^  published  by  the  American  Sunday  School  Union.  They  are  beautifully  illus- 
fV[^     trated."  J.  C.  Meeks,  147  Nassau-street,  is  the  Agent  for  New  York. —  The  Sun. 
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WITH  LARGE  ADDITIONS. 


Moderatdy  fast 


LITTLE  THINGS. 


SI 


L  Lit-tle  drops  of  wa  -  ter,  Lit  -  tie  grains  of  sand,    Make  the  mighty  o-cean,  And  the  beauteous  land. , 

IM^M  IM^UI  iM^ 


And  the  little  moments, 
Humble  though  they  be, 

Make  the  mighty  ages 
Of  eternity. 

So  our  little  errors, 
Lead  the  soul  away 

From  the  paths  of  virtue 
Oft  in  sin  to  stray. 


Little  deeds  of  kindness, 
Little  words  of  love, 

Make  our  earth  an  Eden, 
Like  the  heaven  above. 

Little  Seeds  of  mercy, 
Sown  by  youthful  hands 

Grow  to  bless  the  nations, 
Far  in  heathen  lands. 


J.  C.  MEEKS 
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THE   PRECIOUS  BIBLE. 


W.  B.  Bradbury. 


1.  What    is      it     showi   my  soul     the  way   To   realms   of     ev  -  er  -    last  -  ing  day,  And 


I 


i-f—r 


tells    the     dan  -  gei    of      de  -  layl  It 


the      pre  -  cioos 


What  teachei  me  I'm  bound  to  lova 
The  gloiioot  God  who  reigns  above, 
And  that  I  may  his  goodness  prove  1 

It  is  the  precious  Bible. 


What  is  it  gives  ray  spirit  rest. 

When  with  the  cares  of  earth  oppressed. 

And  points  to  regions  of  the  blest  t 

lit  is  the  precious  Bible. 


What  tells  me  that  f  sbon  must  die 
And  to  the  throne  of  judgment  fiy 
To  meet  the  great  Jehovah's  eye  ? 

It  is  the  precious  Bible 


Oh  may  this  treasure  ever  be 
The  best  of  all  on  earth  to  me, 
And  still  new  beauties  may  I  see 

In  this  the  precious  Bible. 


Allegretto. 


When,  his  salvation  brhiging,  To  Zion  Je  euscaitis,  The  children  ail  stood  singing  Hosanna  to  his  name.  Nor 


did  their  zeal  offend  him,  But  as  be  rode  a  -  long,  He  let  them  still  at  lend  him,  And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 


2  And  since  the  Lord  retaineth 

His  love  for  children  still ; 
Though  HOW  as  King  he  reigneth 

On  Zion's  heavenly  hill : 
We'll  flock  around  his  banner. 

Who  sits  upon  the  throne ; 
And  cry  aloud,  "Hosanna 

To  David's  royal  Sen." 


3  For  should  we  fail  proclriinihig. 

Our  great  Heileenier's  praij-e  ; 
The  stories,  our  silence  shannug, 

MigiU  v>'ell  hosanna  raise. 
But  eliail  we  only  render 

Tiie  tribute  of  our  words  1 
Nfi !  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 

They,  too,  shall  be  iho  l.ord's. 
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ANNIVERSARY  HYMN. 


Words  by  I<.  WIIiDER. 


Hap  -  py, 


hap  -  py 


meet  we  here, 

r — i 


1     >    \  ' 

Time  has  rolled  an 


oth  -  er 


year; 


Fine. 


15 


lift 


Spring-tide    brings  the     fes  -  tal      day,—    How  we      lift      the       thankful    lay ! 
Thanks  for      dai  •   ly     mer  -  cies    given,  Crowned  with    Sab  -  bath     light  from  heaven. 
-P-      *        -  - 


the       thankful  lay 


— g 


Close  with.  Sd  strain* 


"V4- 

Thanks  to 

God,  who 

gives  BB 

breath ; 

-J  w 

Thanks  to 

God,  who 

saves  from 

death. 
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Happy,  happy  meet  we  here  — 

Blessed  Jesus,  be  thou  near; 

Let  our  pleasures  ever  be 

Only  those  approved  by  thee. 
Praise  the  Saviour's  precious  name, — 
He  to  save  from  heaven  came,— 

For  our  sins  did  bleed  and  die — 

Now  he  pleads  for  us  on  high. 


Happy,  happy  meet  we  here. 
Parents,  Pastors,  Teachers  dear; 
All,  with  gladsome  heart  and  voice, 
Share  with  us  our  festive  joys.  . 

Thanks  to  God,  for  parents  kind  ; 

Thanks  for  friends,  with  hearts  inclined 
Thus  to  guide  us  in  the  road» 
Leading  safely  up  to  God. 


 © 

0 

 0  ^_ 
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THE  SABBATH  SCHOOL. 


5 

J.  M  B. 


1  On  Sab -bath   morn-ing,     O    how     f>5ea-9ant     To    come  to 

2  For  there  we    meet  each  geh  -  tie     teach  -  er.    With  -  oat  a 


Sab  -  bath  Bchooil 
fruwn     or       roci : 


tax 


When  eve  -  ry  hap  -  py  child  is  pre  -  sent.  And  eve  -  fy  Beat  is  fbll. 
And  some  -  times  too,    our  dear,  kind  preach  -  er.    Who  speak  to      na        of  God 


.4r 


1 


3  Bat,  best  of  all,  the  lowly  Saviour 
Is  where  his  children  meet. 

And  show,  by  quiet,  meek  behaviour, 
They're  sitting  at  his  feet. 

4  How  sweet,  when  all  are  lowly  bending, 
To  ask  His  blessing  there  ; 

Or  when  in  praise  our  voices  blending, 
Thank  Him  who  hears  the  prayer. 

5  The  blessed  Bible  th«n  engages 
Each  youthful  heart  and  eye. 

To  learn  of  God's  own  holy  pages 
The  wisdom  from  on  high. 

10    Am.  S.  S.  Onion,] 


8  And  surely  He,  who  feeds  iheeflowera 
With  heaven's  own  rooming  dew, 
Will  send  on  our  young  hearts  the  showers 
Of  heavenly  blessing  too- 

7  Then  let  us  gladly  gather  round  Hira, 
And  love  Him  while  we  may. 

For  they  who  seek  have  always  found  Kifii, 
E'en  in  their  early  day. 

8  And  when  life's  Sabbaths  all  are  endea, 
We  all  may  meet  above. 

Where  He  for  us  hath  now  ascended, 
Our  Father's  house  of  love. 
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5?^a^t'2S3'©   Sl'S'ISaSa'a  {Concluded.) 


meet  to  part  no    more.  To    meet  to  part  do  more,    On  Canaan's  hap-py  thore,  And  ting  the  everlasting  sone,  With  those  who've  gone  befoTV. ! 


9  Tes,  nappy  thought  1  when  we  are  fre« 
From  earthly  grief  and  pain, 
In  heaven  we  shall  each  other  see, 
And  never  part  again. 

0 1  that  will  be  joyful !  &c 

S  The  children  who  have  loved  the  Lord 
Shall  hail  their  teachers  there ; 
And  teachers  gain  the  rich  reward 
Of  all  their  toil  and  care. 

O !  that  will  be  joyful !  &c. 


'4  Then  let  us  each,  in  strength  divine, 
Still  walk  in  wisdom's  ways ; 
That  we,  with  those  we  love,  may  join 
In  never-ending  praise. 

O I  that  will  be  joyful,  joyful,  joyful  I 
O!  that  will  bsjoyful. 

To  meet  to  part  Ro  more. 
To  meet  to  part  no  more, 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

And  sing  the  everlasting  song. 
With  those  who've  gone  before. 
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First  time  Duett,  Trebles 


1.  1  would  not  liT 
U.   I     would  not  liv 


1  •  way :  I  asfe  do*  o 
al  •  way,  tlius    fet-ter'd"  v 


stay  Where  stonn  if  -  ter  itonn  ri  ee»  dark  o'er  the  way ; 
sin,      Tempt  -  a  itioa  with  •  out,  and  Ci;i 


fed 

'lortij. 

K*   1**  - 

The  fetr  In  .  rid  mom-iDSs  tfcat  dawn  on  tM  here,  Are  enoDgh  for  life's  woes,  full  e  •  nough  for  its  cheee. 
E'en  the  rap  •  ture    of     par  -  don     b      min-gled  wfth  fears,  And  the  cup  of    thanki  •  giv  •  ing    with      pen  •  i  •  tent  tean. 


The  few  !u  .  rid 
E'en  the  rap-ture  of 
»  ,  


mom-ingf  fej  t  dawn  on  us       here       Are  e-nongh  for  life's     woes,  full     e  •  nongh  for  its 
par  •  don    is      min  •  gled  with    fears.    And  the  cup  of  thanss  •  giv  -  ing  with      pen  •  i  •  tent  tean. 


EE 


8  I  would  TttA  lire  alway ;  no— welcome  the  tomb ;  >4  Wh*,  who  would  live  alway,  away  from  his  God 

Since  Jesus  hath  Iain  there,  laread  not  iti  glnom ;  {   A  wav  from  yon  heaven,  that  blissful  "  " 

There,  sweet  be  my  rest,  till  he  bid  me  arise,  >    Where  the  rivers  of  pleasure  flow 

To  bail  him  in  triun^h  descending  the  skies.  (   And  the  noontide  ef  glory  eternally 


/5  Where  the  saints  of  all  ages  in  harmony  meet, 


sful  abode  ;  l   Their  Saviour  aad  brethren  transported  to  greet ; 

o'er  the  bright  plains  /  WTiile  the  anthems  of  rapture  unceasingly  roli,  ^{ 
Uy  reigns :  (  And  the  smile  of  the  Lord  is  the  feast  of  the  soul !  at 
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^  I  ^      Bw.  ]  


Tune — Newport. 


Je  -  sus!  de   -  light    of  my 


~fsr~w 


— 1^ 


soul,   My     Sa-viowr,  my     Shep-herd  dl 

-t-- 


vine! 


m 


g~r#~^  ■g±  fa^,--ig±i — f  . 


I       yield    to     thy  bless  -  ed     con  -  trol.  My 


bo  -  dy 


mm 

lit    are  thine. 


dy    and    spi  -  lit    are  thine. 


Thy  love  I  can  never  deserve, 
That  bids  me  be  happy  in  thee ; 

My  God  and  my  King  1  will  serve. 
Whose  favour  is  heaven  to  me. 


3  How  'an  1  thy  goodness  repay. 
By  naturt!  so  weak  and  defiled  1 
Myself  I  have  given  away, 
O  call  me  tiiine  own  little  chf  d. 


4  And  art  thou  my  Father  above  ? 
Will  Jesus  abide  in  my  heart  1 
O  bind  me  so  fast  with  thy  love 
That  I  never  from  thee  shall  depart. 


Unioo,l 
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Here  we  suffer  grief  and  pain. 
Here  we  meet  to  part  again, 
In  heav«n  we  part  no  mora 


O!  that  will  be  joyful! 
Joyful,  joyful,  joyful! 
Oi  that  will  be  joyful! 
Wnen  we  meet  to  part  no  mor^ 
AH  who  love  the  Lord  below. 
When  they  die  to  heaven  will  go. 
And  sing  with  saints  above. 

O!  that  will  be  joyful!  &c. 
Little  ehiidren  will  be  there. 
Who  have  sought  the  Lord  by  prayer. 
From  tvery  Sunday-school. 

O!  that  will  be  joyful !  <fec 
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Teachers,  too,  shall  meet  atove. 
And  our  Pastors,  whom  we  love, 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 

O !  that  will  be  joyful !  &e. 

O !  how  happy  we  shall  be ! 
For  our  Saviour  we  shall  see* 
Exalted  on  his  throne ! 

O !  that  will  be  joyful !  See. 

There  we  all  shall  sing  with  joy. 
And  eternity  employ. 
In  praising  Christ,  the  Lord. 

O !  that  will  be  joyful! 
Joyful,  joyful,  joyful! 
O!  that  will  be  joyful! 
When  we  meet  to  part  no  more.  ^ 
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1.  All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  Let  angels  prostrate  fall;  Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 


SEE 


2.  Crowu  him,  ye  martyrs  of  our  God,  Who  from  his  altar  call  j  Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 


And  crown  him  Lord  of  all,  Bring  forth  the  roy-al    di  -  a-dem,  And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


ii 


And  crown  him  Lord  of  all,    Ex-M  the  stem  6f  Jes-ae's  rod,  And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 


3.  Hail  him  ye  heirs  of  David's  lin% 

Whom  Dayid,  Lord,  did  call ; 
The  God  incarnate  !  Man  divine  \ 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  all. 

4.  Ye  chosen  seed  of  Israel's  race, 

Ye  ransom'd  from  the  fall ; 
Hail  him,  who  saves  you  by  his  grac^ 
And  crowxi  hini  Lord  of  all. 


Sinners,  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 

The  wormwood  and  the  gall : 
Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  nis  feet, 
And  crown  him  Lord  of  alL 

Let  every  kindred,  every  tribe, 

On  this  terrestrial  ball, 
To  him  ail  majesty  ascribe. 

And  crown  him  Lord  of  alli 
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WE'LL  NOT  GIVE  UP  THE  BIBLEI 


it 


3=r 


We  won't  give  up  the  Bible—     Ctod'i  holy  book  of      truth.   The  blanscd  staff  of  hoary  ago.  Tlie 


^  ¥  ¥ 


1 


guide  of  early  youth, — Tlie  lamp  which  sheds  a  glorious  light.  O'er  every  dreajy  rocd, — ^I'he  voice  which  speak? 


I 


a  Saviour's  love  And  leads  oa  home  to  God.  We  won't  give  up  the  Bible —  God's  holy  book  of  truth 


We  won't  give  up  the  Bible 

For  it  alone  can  tell 
The  way  to  save  our  ruined  ■ou& 


From  bebig  sent  to  hell. 
And  it  alone  can  tell  us  how 

We  can  have  hopes  of  heaven — 
That  through  ths  Saviour's  preciooji  blOQoi 
Our  sins  may  be  forgiven. 

We  won't  give  up  the  Bibl^ 
God's  holy  book  of  trutb. 

We  won't  give  up  the  Bible ; 

But  if  ye  force  away 
What  ii  as  our  o\vn  life-blood  dcar» 

We  still  ^vith  joy  could  say : 


'The  words  that  we  have  learned  while  yonng 

Shall  follow  all  our  days ; 
for  they're  engraven  on  our  ovm  hearts, 
And  y»u  ean  not  erase." 

We  won't  giv«  up  the  Bible, 

We  won't  give  up  the  Bible, — 

We'll  shout  it  far  and  wide; 
Until  the  echo  shall  be  heard 
_  Beyond  the  rolling  tide. 
Till  all  shall  knov'  that  we,  thongR  yotnsa. 

Withstand  each  treach'rous  art ; 
And  that  from  God's  own  sacred  word 

We'll  never,  never  part  I 

We  won't  giTe  up  the  Bible, 


And 


Hosan  -  naa    Loud  to 


Da-vid's 


Son  broke  forth. 


Palms  of  victory  strewn  around  him, 
Garmeats  spread  beneath  his  feet, 

Prophet  of  the  Lord  they  crowned  him, 
In  fair  Salem's  crowded  street, 

While  Hosannas 
From  the  lips  of  children  greet. 

Blessed  Saviour,  now  triumphant, 
Glorified  and  throned  on  high^ 

Mortal  lays  from  man  or  infant, 
Vain  to  tell  thy  praise  essay ; 

But  Hosannas 
Swell  the  chorus  of  the  sky. 


God  o'er  all  in  Heaven  reigning, 
"We  this  day  thy  glory  sing — 

Not  with  palms  thy  pathway  strewing", 
We  would  loftier  tribute  bring — 

Glad  Hasannas 
To  our  Prophet,  Priest  and  Kmg. 

O,  though  humble  is  our  jffering, 
Deign  accept  our  grateful  lays — 

These  from  children  once  proceeding, 
Thou  didst  deem  "perfected  praise." 

Now  Hosannas, 
Saviour,  Lord,  to  thee  we  raise 


TMM  IHIAFFY  ILAM ®. 


HINDOOSTAN  AIR. 


hap  -  py  land,    Far,  far    a  -  -  way,  Where  saints  m 


i 


-4-®— 


glo-ry  stand,  Bright,  bright  as  day.  O  how  they  sweetly  sing,  Worthy  is  our 


^a-S  i^^-^i 


2.  Come  to  that  happy  land,    ^Lord,  we  shall  live  with  thee,  (    Love  cannot  die. 

Come,  come  away;  5    Blest,  blest  /or  aya.  joh,  then,  to  glor.,  run: 

Why  will  ye  doubting  stand,  ^  sBe  a  crown  and  kingdom  won ; 

Why  still  delay  1  p.  Bright,  in  that  happy  land,  |And  bright,  above  tha  sun. 

Oh,  we  fttessll  happy  be,  \    Beams  ev'ry  eye;  )    Vfe  reign  for  aya 

When  fteisks  and  sorrow  free!)  Kept  by  a  Father's  hand,  j 


.  1.  Children  all,  both  great  and  small,  Answer    to  thetemp'rance  j  call;  Mary,  Marg'rel,  Jane  and  Sue, 


2.  No  stroDfi  drink  shall  pass  our  lips.  He's  in   danger  who  but  sips.  Come,  then,  children,  one  and  all, 

Chorus. 


Charlotte,  Ann  and  Fanny  too.  Cheer  -  i  -  ly,  heart-l  -  ly  come  a  •  long,  Sign  our  pledge  and  sing  ouij  song. 


Answer  to  the  temp'rance  call;  Cheer-i-ly,  read-i-ly  come  a  -  long.  Sign  our  pledge  and  sing  oar  song. 


S.  Where's  the  boy  that  would  not  shrink 
From  the  bonaage  of  strong  drink  1 
Come  then,  Joseph,  Charles  and  Tom, 
Henry,  Samuel,  James  and  John ; 
Cheerily,  eagerly  come  alcyig, 
Sign  our  pledge  and  sing  our  sons, 

4.  Who  have  mis'ry,  want  and  wo* 
All  who  to  the  bottle  go. 
We  resolve  their  road  to  shun. 
And  in  temp'rance  paths  to  run. 

Cheerfully,  manfully  come  along,  Sign,  ic. 

5.  S.  Union,] 


5.  Good  cold  water  does  for  us ; 

Costs  no  money ;  makes  none  worse ; 
Gives  no  bruises ;  steals  no  brains  ; 
Breeds  no  quarrels,  woes,  nor  pains 

Readily,  joyfully  come  along,  Sign, 

6,  Who  would  life  and  health  prolong  1 
Who'd  be  happy,  wise  and  strong  1 
Let  alone  the  drunkard's  bane, 
Half-way  pledges  are  in  vain. 

Cheerful  y,  joyfully,  you  and  yoa. 
Sign  the  pledge  and  keep  it  too. 

[145  Chestnut  St.. 
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think,  when  I    read  that  sweet  sto - ry  of  old.  When  Je -bus  was  here    a-mong  men,  How  fc» 


WZ3L 


-J  p*  J—  ^ 

^  C  r  c-  f;  1 

oall'd    lit  -  tie  chil-dren    as  I 

simbs     to    his  fold,   I  should 

f  19  f  f9  p  

 1      I      \        .  I 

like  to  have  been  with  them 

-f-f-f  j 

^  J-L 
then. 

ft  I  wish  ma.  nls  nasds  had  been  placed  on  my  head,  3  Yet  still  to  his  footstool  In  prayer  I  may  ga. 

That  his  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me.  And  ask  for  a  share  in  his  love ; 

And  that  I  might  have  seen  his  kind  look  when  he  sald^  And  if  I  thus  enrnestly  seek  him  below«, 

"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me."  I  shall  see  him  and  hear  him  above ; 

4  In  that  beautiful  p1a«e  he  is  gone  to  prepare* 
For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  iheie, 
'*For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  hearen." 


1146  Oiestiint  rt,,  PUhfliu 


M^mm^nmii^^^^^^ismm  .  


Chil-dren      of     Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem  Sang  the    praise    of     Je  -  iue' name ;  Children,  to«  ef 


£oy<.  Gtrb.  Jkyt.  Otrit. 

Hark !  terk !  bait !  Hark !  iwrk !  hut^- 

la-ter  days,  Join  to  sing  the  Saviour's  praite,  while  infant  voices  sing,  whiie 

»     »      f  t  I  ^  p 


Is 


If::?: 


is 


in-rant  voi-ces  iing      Loud  ho  -  san-na.  Loud  ho-saa  -  na,  Loud  ho  -  san  -  na       to    our  King, 


ii 


[=1: 


r— h 


\  3  We  are  tought  t«  love  the  Lord, 
\    We  are  taught  to  read  his  word, 
j    We  are  taught  the  way  to  heaven, 
\    Praise  te  God  for  all  be  given. 

Hark  I  fcc. 


2  We  have  often  heard  and  read 
What  the  royal  psalmist  said: 
Babes  and  sucklings'  artless  lays, 
Shall  proclaim  the  Saviour's  praise. 

Hark!  &c. 

,  S  S.  vnioa,] 


4  Parents,  teachers,  old  and  young, 
All  unite  to  swell  the  song; 
Higher  and  yet  higher  rise, 
Till  hosanna  reach  the  skies. 

Hark!  we  all  unite  to  sing,  Jte. 

[148  Chestnat  tt.,  FbiUda. 


O  COME,  I.ET  ITS  SING 
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O  eome  tot  lu  sine.  Oar  youthful  hearts  now  swsUing  To  Ged  aboTe,  a  God  of  Iot«  ;  O  aorae  l«t  ui  sing. 


i 


mm 


Our  joyful  ipi  •  rita  glad  and  fr«6.  With  high  emotioni  riM  to  thee.  In  heavealf  mslodjr  •  O  com*  jtt  us  sing. 


.  ....  -,M,-.LMr^_r. 


HYMN  n. 

O  •om«,  let  OS  »ing ! 
Our  youthful  hearts  now  iwMiuie 
To  God  above,  a  God  of  love— 

O  eome,  let  us  sine ! 
Onr  ioyful  spirits,  glad  and  free. 
With  high  emotions  rise  to  thaa, 
la  heavenly  melody— 

O  eome,  let  us  sing  I 

The  full  "*jtos  p/olong, 
Qnr  festal  celebrating;, 
We  hail  the  day  vrith  choedU  lay. 

And  fuil  notes  prolong. 
Both  cheerful  youth  and  silvery  agt. 
And  obildhood  pure,  the  gay,  the  laj 
TSiese  thrilling  scenes  engage, 

full  note*  to  prolong. 

O  swell,  swell  the  song, 
lis  praises  oft  repeating  ; 
"  1  Son  he  gave  our  bguIs  to  flare-* 
O  swell  the  new  song. 


The  hnmble  heart's  devotion  bring. 
Whence  gushing  streanu  of  1ot«  do  Qftag^ 
And  make  the  welkin  ring 
With  •wMt^welling  ions. 

WeHl  chant,  ehant  his  praise** 
Onr  lofty  strains  now  blendms : 
A  tribute  bring  to  Christ  our  Kjag, 

And  chant,  chant  his  praise, 
pur  Saviour,  Prince,  was  crneified. 

*Tis  finish'd,'  then  he  meekly  «riai^ 
And  bow'd  his  head  and  died— 

Angek  chant  his  9raiae ! 

AU  full  chorus  join. 
To  Jesus  condescending 
To  bless  our  race  with  heavaijy  CT«m^ 

AU  full  chorus  join ! 
To  God,  whose  mercy  on  us  smiled. 
And  Holy  Spirit,  reeonciled 
By  Christ,  the  meek  and  mdd, 

AU  full  ehorus  join! 

a.  a>  k'okkqov 


g  20  COME,  YE  CHILDREN,  AND  ADORE  HIM.  \ 


Come  ye  chil  •  dren  and  a  -  dore  him,  Loid  of  all  he  reigns  a  •  bove ; 
Come  and  wor-  ship  now  be  -  fore  him.  He  hath  called  you  by  his  love. 


He  wiU  giant  you  ev  •  ery 


i 


^ — 


^5 


blessinsr,  Of  his  all  aboanding  grace ;  Come  with  humble  hearts,  expressing  All  your  gratitude  and  praise. 

f    


HYMNL  Tune,  Harroelt,  8&7 

TKACHERS. 

Come,  ye  children,  and  ado'  him. 

Lord  of  all,  he  reigns  abc  ie  ; 
Come,  and  worship  now  before  him. 

He  hath  call'd  you  by  his  love. 
He  will  grant  you  every  blessing 

Of  his  all-abounding  grace : 
Come,  with  humbie'hea'ts  expressinc 

All  your  gratitude  and  praise. 

CHILDREN. 

On  this  holy  day  of  gladness. 
We  will  join  m  praises  meet; 

Every  bosom  free  from  sadness- 
All  with  happiness  replete. 

O  to  feel  the  iove  of  Jesus ! 
O  to  know  that  from  above 

Still  our  heavenly  Father  sees  us 
With  an  eye  of  tender  love ! 

TEACHERS. 
Dearest  children,  now  adore  him ; 
Swell  aloud  the  joyful  strain ; 


Let  the  nations  bow  before  him— 
Echo  back  the  notes  again. 

While  he  will  accept  the  praises 
E'en  from  every  heart  and  tongue  ; 

Those  to  him  an  infant  raises. 
Still  are  sweetest  of  the  song. 

CHILDREN. 

Lord  of  all^  our  hearts'  oblation 

Now  ascends  to  thee  alone ; 
We  would  come,  with  all  the  nation. 

Now  to  worship  at  thy  throne. 
Teachers !  will  you  join  the  chorus? 

.Toin  in  hymning  forth  his  praise. 
Who,  for  our  redemption  shows  ua 

All  the  riches  of  his  grace. 

TEACHERS  AND  CHILDREN. 

Praise  to  thee,  O  Lord,  for  ever ! 

Gladly  now  we  all  unite ; 
Praise  to  thee,  O  God  !  the  giver. 

Blessed  Lord,  of  life  and  light! 
Ransom'd  nation,  spread  the  story; 

Rescued  people,  ne'er  give  o'er; 
All  his  grace  and  all  his  glory 

O  proclaim  for  evermore ! 


lilvely. 


ANNITERURY  OPENING  UYMN.— No.  1. 

Words  and  Music  by  L..  WIIiDER. 

i-T-r-1  i- 
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i  Hap  -  py,  hap  py    meet  we  here, 
( Spiing  iide  brings  the  fes  -  tal  day, 
D.  C.  Thanks  for  dai  -  ly    mer  -  ciea  given 


Time  has  rolled  a  -  nother  year 

(Omit  ) 

W}nit  ) 


ft  the 
sab  -  bath 


Loud  we  lift  the 
Crowned  with  sab  -  bath  V 


I 


Elnd.  Full. 


D.  C. 


thank  ful  lay.  Thanks  to  God  who  jives  us  breath,  Thanks  to  God  who  saves  ftom  death  v 
light  from  heaven.  _     ^         ^  ^  ^       ^  ^  ,    23.C\  \ 


m  death,  v 

■   D.a  i 


End.  Full. 


r>.c. 


P 


^=1 


Hapoy,  happy  meet  we  here- 
Blessed  Jesus  be  thou  near ; 
Let  our  pleasures  ever  be 
Only  those  approved  by  thee. 
Praise  the  Saviour's  precious  nam^ 
He,  to  save,  from  heaven  came, 
For  our  sins  did  bleed  and  die- 
Now  he  pleads  for  us  on  high. 


Happy,  happy  meet  we  here— 

Parents,  Pastors,  Teachers  dear; 

All,  with  gladsome  heart  and  voice, 

Share  with  us  our  festive  joys  : 
Thanks  to  God  for  parents  kind. 
Thanks  for  friends  with  hearts  inclined, 

Thus  to  guide  us  on  the  road 

Leading  safely  up  to  God. 


— 1- 


-@ — a-i 


 Be. — ^ — ■  -»  —  ^  — ■  ^ 

fathers  died,  Land  of  the  Pilgrims  pride,  From  eve  -  ry  mountain's  side^Let 

T     ,  r  :  -r-^-^    g   ■  ^ 


freedom  ring. 


2.  My  native  country !  thee,  . 
Land  of  the  noble  free, 

Thy  name  I  love  ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills, 

Like  that  above. 


3.  Let  music  swell  the  breeze, 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees. 

Sweet  freedom's  song ; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake. 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break, 

The  sound  prolong. 


4.  Our  fathers'  God  !  to  thee 
Author  of  liberty ! 

To  Thee  we  sing ; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might. 

Great  God  our  Kingl 


0T'  eet  their  ti-dings    are  I  "  Zi-on,  behold  thy  Sa-viour,  King,  He  reigns  and  triumphs  here.*" 


 ^j_^_j^_L^^ 


2.  How  happy  are  our  ears, 

Thai  !-«ar  this  joyful  sound. 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 

And  sought  but  never  found. 
How  blessed  are  our  eyes. 

That  see  this  heavenly  lis^ht ! 
The  saints  of  old  desired  it  long, 

But  died  without  the  sight. 


3.  The  watchmen  join  their  volce^ 

And  tuneful  notes  employ  ; 
Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs, 

And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 
The  Lord  makes  bare  hi3  arm, 

Throui^h  all  the  earth  abroad  ' 
Let  every  nation  now  behold 

Their  Sa\^OTir,  and  their  God 


# 


]st  &  2d  Trebles. 


NOTES   OF  PRAISE. 


Once  again  with  an-i-mation,  In  this  pleasing  month  of  May,  "We  repeat  our  cel-e~bra 


•tion. 


□is: 


m 
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I  And  enjoy  the  festive  day;  Notes  of  praise,  Notes  of  praise  To  heav'n  we  raise.  To  hcav'n,  «&c. 
'  .0.  A 


Parents,  teachers,  friends  and  neighbors. 
Met  with  us  this  welcome  hour ; 

Thanks  for  all  your  cares  and  labors, 
lu  our  grateful  songs  we  pour. 
Notes  of  praise,  &c. 

And  let  gratitude  awaken. 

To  the  God  who  rules  above  ; 
He  hath  never  yet  forsaken, 
Nor  withheld  his  tender  love. 

Notes  of  praise,  &c. 


We — so  full  of  sin  and  folly. 

Oft  forget  and  disbelieve  ; 
He — so  excellent,  so  holy, 
Slill  is  waiting  to  forgive. 

Notes  of  praise,  «&;c. 

To  his  arms  we're  yet  invited  ; 

'Tis  the  Savior  bids  us  come  : 
Let  us  then,  with  hearts  united. 

Seek  through  him  a  heav'nly  home. 
Notes  of  praise,  &c. 


TEE 

Semicliorus  or  Duet. 


BIBLE.— Hymn  No.  2.  25 

Words  and  Music  by  L.  WILDEIR. 


ble,  wel 


love  thee !  Thou  dost  shine  up  •  on 


my  way ;  Like  the  glo  •  rious 


Cliorus. 


day.  Just  as  the  sun  rolls  back  the  night,  Breaking 


0—  f- 


ble's  spreading  light,  Chase  the  shades  of   sin    a  - 


Holy  Bible,  mines  of  treasure 
In  thy  precious  tbids  I  see ; 
Earthly  good  would  kno\^ino  measiu-e, 
If  this  world  were  ruiecf  by  thee. 
Chorus.   Just  as  the  sun,  from  morn  till  noon, 
Stately  climtw  the  eastern  sky, 
So  over  all  ihe  earth  shall  soon 

Beam  the  Day-spring  from  on  high. 


Holy  Bible,  thou  wilt  cheer  me, 

^SVhen  I  lay  me  down  to  die  ; 
Christ  has  promised  to  be  near  me — 
Can  I  fear  when  He  is  nigh  ? 
Chorus.   Just  as  the  sun  descends  at  eve> 

Soon  with  fresher  beams  to  rise, 
So  shall  the  dying  saint  receive 
Lite  eternal  in  the  s"  ' 


Z.  Ei«  earthly  parenta  fonnd  him 

Su>>!nissive  day  by  day. 
So  ineek  to  ail  around  him, 

So  ready  to  obey. 
Sv  uViin  of  sin  or  folly 

CoiUd  ever  cl  -nd  his  brow; 
His  hciurt  so  pure  und  holy 

With  love  would  ever  giow. 


S.  And  wben  his  foes  assail'd  hin. 

He  soufriit  but  to  forgive  ; 
Vn.eii  to  the  cross  they  nail'd  hlns, 
'  Re  d<ed  that  they  mi^ht  iivo 
This  brisrht  example  shows  lu 

What  duties  to  fulfil : 
Oh  let  it  now  arouse  us 
To  learn  and  do  his  wH  I 


Am.  S.  S.Cnioa.l  P4f  Cbe.*3Ct  pv^ 


A 


mm 


Til  here  that  I  am  taught  to  ed 
God's  holy  word,  and  feel  the  need 

t)t  quick'niog  grace  and  pard'ning  hvt. 
To  fit  me  for  yon  heaven  above — 

Tis  here  that  I  am  taught  to  pray, 
And  loTC  God'j  holy  Sabbath-day  ; 

To  ling  his  praise  and  learn  his  will, 
And  all  my  duties  to  fu.fill— 

Tn  here  I  learn  that  Cnritt  hat  died, 
That  he  for  me  was  crucified  : 

That  bo  my  precious  soni  has  bought 
These  blessed  truth*  I  here  am  taught— 


In  SondajfCboal; 


la  Sunday-ichool. 


Snnday-ichoot 


love  at  times  fo  sport  and  play, 
And  much  I  love  a  holiday  : 
But  then  I  always  make  a  rule 

To  love  ttill  more  the  Sunday-school—  The  Sunday-tchoc* 
The»9  golden  hours  will  soon  be  o'er. 
And  I  shall  go  to  school  no  more; 
So  I'm  resolved  to  form  the  plan 
To.strive  and  profit  all  I  can—  bl  SuDday-Mhool. 

Ob  let  our  songs  and  praises  rise 

Like  grateful  incense  to  the  skies, 
For  that  rich  grace,  so  free,  so  full, 
That  brought  us  to  the  Sunday-school—  The  SunJay^hoo! 

[146  Chestnut  St.,  Philada, 
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X.  This  life    Is    but  a  summer's  day  Of     shadows  and  or  Mght,      I  .^njv^^j  i»  i„  av,j 

5     Its  brightest  sunbeams  pass  a -way  And  soon  give  place  to  night.     }  childhood  Is    the  ear  -  ly,  dawn  And 


Si 


youth  the  morning  gayi 


Man-hood's  the  noon  so  quick  -  ly  gone,  And     age  the  evea  ing  ray, 


1 


S.  But  life  eternal,  who  can  tell 
^       How  long  it  shall  endure  ? 

The  righteous  shall  for  ever  dwell 

In  mansions  bright  and  pure. 
The  hours  of  childhood  and  of  youth 

Of  manhood  and  of  age, 
Should  in  the  love  of  sacred  cutb 
The  inmost  soul  engage. 


8,  Unim,'] 


3.  This  life  was  given  us  to  prepare 
For  that  which  is  to  come ; 
O  may  I  gain  admittance  there 

And  find  a  heav'nly  home ! 
And  will  the  Lord  my  sins  forgive 

Through  his  redeeming  love, 
And  bid  me  to  his  glory  live, 
And  write  my  name  above  ? 

[146  Chen 


VTordi  by  it»  Com. 
LIVELY. 
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Muaie  bj  M.  W  WiUon. 


To  day  we  come  with  singing 


 9 — 9  S 

And  gladness  in  our  breast 


Our  blooming  ofF'rings 


f-   m  f -    p  .  -m.  |»- 


For  God  has  gi-eatly  blest 

-S-rJ  ^"  ^ 


We  spread  our  flowing     ban  -  ners, 


Tnio. 


lift  our  voices 


high ;    Our  hymns  and  glad  ho  -  san 


Re  -  sounding  thro'  the  sky. 
i'   


2  We  come  with  exultation, 
A  joyful,  happy  band, 
Proclaiming  free  salvation 
To  children  of  our  land. 
Loud  rin^  the  glowing  anthem  I 
O  !  shbuJi  "A  Saviour  slain  J" 
And  let  the  mountains  echo 
The  glories  of  his  name. 


3  Our  souls  be  fiU'd  with  gladness ! 

Let  rapture  swell  the  breast. 
Ten  thousand  hearts  are  beating 

For  children  in  th#  west. 
Shout,  shout,  ye  saints,  in  triumph 

The  conqueror  comes  to  reign, 
Let  Earth  exalt  her  Saviour 

And  bless  Emmanuel's  name. 


2  Whi.'n  stooping  to  earth 

From  the  brightness  of  heav'n 

Thy  l(loo(;  for  our  ransom 
So  fret  ly  was  giv'ii  ; 

Thoi)  .l.-iiiiedet  to  lipton 
WIiiIp  cluldren  adorecl. 

Will!  joyful  Hosanr.HS 


3  Those  arms  which  embraced 

Little  children  of  old, 
Still  love  to  encircle 

The  lambs  of  the  fold  ; 
That  grace  which  invif" 

The  waii(l(!ririji  honu 
Hath  never  forl)iilden 

The  youngest  to  con.<j. 


4  II  )sanria  !  Ilosanna  ! 

Great  Teacher  I  we  raise 
Our  hearts  and  our  voices 
In  hymning  Ihy  praise, 
Fo'  precept  and  promise 

ao  p[ruci()UPly  ^'iv'ii  ; 
For  blessin;is  of  earth 
And  the  glories  of  Hea 


o  ->Rafr)  ?       nand  must  bend " 
The  fairest  flowers  m  ail  trie»r  bloom, 
Must  soon  lie  withered  in  the  tomb. 

4.  Then  when  onr  spirits  leave 
These  tenements  of  clay. 
May  they  to  God  who  srave, 
Ascend,  in  endless  day. 

^i-onti  teaciiers.  friand-. 
That  amb.'-m  su?et    lucn  never  ertJs. 


IT 


rmfm 


'"OME,  LET  US  SING  OF  JESUS. 

Words  by  Rev.  Geo.  W.  Bethunk,  D.  D. 


5 


Come,  let  us 


33 

Mnsic  by  Geo.  F  Root. 


of      Je  -  sus,  Wh»Ie  hearts  and  accents  blend.  Come, 


sing 


Je  -  sus,  The  sin-ner's  on   -  ly 


friend 


ho  -  ly      soul  re 


joi 


A  - 


^^^^^^^ 


mid  the  choirs  above, 


To  hear  our  youthful 


vol 

_C5 


ces       Ex  -  ult  -  ing      in  his  love. 


We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Who  wept  our  path  along ; 
We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

The  tempted  and  the  strong ; 
None  who  besought  his  healing. 

He  passed  unheeded  by  ; 
And  still  retains  his  feejing 

For  us  above  the  sky. 
We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Who  died  our  souls  to  save  ; 
We  love  to  sing  of  Jesus, 

Triumphant  o'er  tte  grave ; 


And  in  our  hour  of  danger, 

We'll  trust  his  love  alone, 
Who  once  slept  In  a  manger. 

And  now  sits  on  the  throne. 
Then  let  ns  sing  of  Jesus, 

While  yet  on  earth  we  stay, 
And  hope  to  sing  of  Jesus 

ThroughruL  eternal  day  ; 
For  those,  who  here  confess  him, 

He  will  in  Heaven  confess  ; 
And  faithful  hearts  that  bless  him. 

He  will  for  ever  bless. 


34   j#   Carmina  Sacra— By  permission.        ^  S  3  ^  It,  „ 

^  WO&DS  ORIGINAL-BY  A  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  TEACHajt 


This  vast  as-sem-bly  now  conven'd.  Teachers  and  scholars  in  one  band,  Whatotf'ringsdowe  bring?  The  grate- j| 


ful  heart  would  we  return,  And  our  unworthiness  would  mourn.  Then  let  us  humbly  sing.  Then  let  us  humbly  sing. 


1^ 


I.  He  who  with  loTinff-kindneas  crowai 
Our  pathway,  in  this  world  below, 

Deserres  our  highest  praise : 
To  HiiB,  then,  let  our  notes  ascend: 
•  Guardian— our  Almighty  friend- 
In  cheerful,  grateful  lays. 

1.  Iq  all  things.  Lord!  thy  hand  we  se* 
Do  Thou  our  "  cloud  and  pillar"  b«i 

To  lead  us  throngh  a  laud 
Where  Satan  tempts— the  world  allure* 
Where  nothing  but  thy  truth  endurer- 
Oh !  giye  us  ^ace  to  stand. 


4.  The  8«bbath-day'»  sweet  re«t  is  oun^ 
And  swift  do  fly  its  sacred  hours, 

WhUe  listening  to  thy  Word, 
From  kind  instn>clors  Thou  hast  girea 
To  show  our  souls  the  way  to  heaven, 

And  lead  us  unto  God. 

S:  Oh !  let  us  swell  the  strain  anew, 
And  glory  gire  where  it  is  due ; 

Yes,  Saviour!  we  repeat, 
That  thou  hast  kept,  preserTed,  and  M, 
And  from  our  number,  many  led 
To  worship  at  thy  feet. 


CELEBRATION. 

Repeat  in  chorus  the  first  four  lines  Come  join,  &Lc.in  ths  last  strain  of  music. 
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T.  Hastings 


1.    Come  join  our   eel  -  e  -  bra  -  ti6n  With  hallowed  songs  of  joy, 


1 — r' 


And    on     this  bright  oc- 


1 


I  in 


r 


ca  -   sion  Your  sweetest  notes  em  -  ploy  ; 


r-r-r~r-r 


Pa  -  rents   and  friends  in  -   vit   -   ed,  And 


lEfc 


1 


4J: 


teAchers  now  ara  here. 


tPi  L 


4— X- 


^^"^^^  nov 


fz=g 


In    purpose    all     a  -  nit    -    ed    Our  youthful  hearts  to  cheer. 


— -r 


Thanks  to  the  God  of  heaven 

Kind  gnp  dian  of  oar  race. 
For  all  the  favors  given 

Boneatli  his  smiling  face  ; 
For  healtli.  andstiength,  and 
And  t'riendshifj  imalloyed  ; 
Ami  3very  ))lt'aiiaiit  season 
•  In  Sunday  Schools  cii  joyed. 
(.'horus — Come  ioiix, 


&c. 


3.  thanks  for  the  kind  T-otection 
God's  ami  trees  ifirown  aidnnd, 
And  for  tliat  sweet  affection 

Me  causes  to  abound 
In  those  who're  waicliing  o'er  us 

With  many  an  anxious  sigh  ; 
And  seeking  to  restore  n^ 
To  peaw  and  heavenly  joy. 

CiiORCs— Come  join  &c. 


May  God  with  many  a  blessing 

Reward  their  toil  and  care  ; 
And  hear  them  while  addressing 

His  throne  in  fervent  prayer  ; 
And  may  his  love  constraining, 

Our  youthful  spirits  bow  ; 
And  grace  for  ever  reigning 

Our  inmost  souls  endow. 

Chorus — Come  join,  &c. 
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THE  WAVING  BANNEFL 


Word,  by  T  HASTisaa, 


-7-  - 


y  w   we  riiie 


tcse  -  roi  -  €«, 
hesrt    re  -  joi  -  ees 


new.  me 

h.;.!d  the 


lo  -  di<-c5  tong, 

=1 — #  =:= 


J  f 


i 


CHoars.— Ai  we 


0 

oar 


0 

war  -  L2» 


To 


the  breeze  » 
 «  m. 


soft  and 


mild. 


i 


1 


filed. 


MiT  the    tide  of 


r!ad  bo  -  «aa  -  nas       Fl^w  fr- 


bo  -  SOHH 


«B   -  de 


Ye  who  joia  ctlt  c^ieb.-snon. 
Sweetest  meic-iies  e.nrlcj  ; 

Bow  with  C3  in  aiorau:a. ' 
FiU'd  with  hclj.  he2.-.  e-!T  icy. 
CHoars.— .\s  N^e  liit.  Le. 

O.  the  ?reat.  the  bocnd'ess  faToti 
We're  penn;:ted  to  r?co-d  J 

May  thcT  cai:kea  oar  endeavon 
In  the'ierv-ice  cfthe  Lo-i. 
CsoRus. — Aa  we  lift,  fee. 


Teachers  kicd,  vhoee  care  noceasicg 
-\ii  ratist  honor  sad  approve, 

Tbanki  I'^r  labois  still  mcreastaf — 
Hearen  reward  voor  works  of  lovau 
Ceorl-8.— As  we  lift,  ate 

Tluiiks  to  God  for  CTery  blesaa* 
Whiefa  His  boooteou*  hand  bestow*  ; 

All  on  earth  that's  wo4h  posessiBg, 
From  that  hand  incessant  flows. 
Cans':  \— w  *  Sft,  Sc. 


THE  CHILDREN'S  FRIEND. 
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1  1 

.y4:  J  '  T  — 

■  1  -  :  r  j- 

J— ^- 

1.  There  is   a  friend  we  o 
His  name  is  Je  -  sus— 

J  L_ 

uphtto  1 
and  his  ] 

-fP — , 

ove  More 
□ve  For  - 

f  1 

than    all  fr 
ev  -  er 

ends  be  - 
^all  a  - 

side ;  ? 

bide.  J  Come 

,  children 

then,  for 

 ^ 

— p  

now  he  lives,  And  praise  from  lit  -  tie        ones  re  -  ceives ;       With  lip  and  life    we'll  praise  his  name.  And 

o.  9.  jg  .fry-  0  ^feg  ^  :fi  1  !  «  


A  i 


not  forget  his  laws  a  -  gain. 


i 


^  IS 


What— not  forget  again  t  No,    not  forget  a  -  gain  I    What— not  forget 


1 


gain)  No,     not  forget  a  -  gain !      With  lip  and  life  we'll  praise  his  name,  And  not  forget  his  laws  again. 


88 


GRATEFUL  PRAISE.    Music  by  e.  ho  we,  Jr> 


With  joyful  hearts  again  we  sing  The  praises  of  our  Saviour  King,  And  high  our  voices  raise ; 


We  bless  the  Lord  that  we  were  born  In  school  to  meet,  each  Sabbath  mom.  To  chant  our  youthful  lays. 


Another  year  has  rolled  around, 
And  in  sweet  union  here  we  're  found 

To  God  the  glory  give. 
For  an  the  means  that  he  hath  given, 
That  we  may  learn  the  way  to  heaven, 

And  with  him  ever  live 

To  Sunday  school  we  love  to  go. 
And  while  we  dwell  on  earth  below, 

Our  Sunday  school  we  '11  bless. 
Dear  Teachers,*  too,  we  love  them  well, 
For  thoy  of  heavenly  tidings  tell, 

And  endless  happiness. 


For  us  our  Saviour  shed  his  blood ; 
He  feeds  our  souls  with  heavenly  food  i 

He  gives  us  life  and  breath. 
He  sends  his  Spirit  from  above. 
To  draw  us  with  his  cords  of  love. 

And  save  our  souls  from  death. 

Our  Heavenly  Father  we  adore  ' 
His  gracious  presence  we  implore 

Upon  our  youthful  bund. 
Oh  !  that  his  word  may  make  us  wise 
And  lead  to  bliss  beyond  the  skies, 

T^  dwell  at  his  right  hand. 


L.C.  } 


\ 


SWEET  DA?  OF  REST. 

"  There  remavuth  therefore  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God." 
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1.  Sweet  day  Of  rest  I    for    thee    I'd  wait,  Emblem  and  earnest  of     a  state  Where  saints  are  ftilly  blest!  For 

I    I     I  >  >  _K 


8.  Bat  oft  (with shame    I     will    confess)  My  pri-vi-lege  my    bnr  •  den    V      joy^  a-laa  I  have  I;  When 


^^^^ 


±1 


i 


I  I 


thee  I'd  look,  for  thee  I'd  sigh ;  I'd  count  the  days  till  thou  art  nigh,  Sweet  day  of  sacred  rest,  Sweet  day  of  sacred  rest  I 


-0—9- 


0—m  1  m- 


Iwouldtakemyharpandsing,  Ifind  it  oft  with-outa  string^Andlayit  coldly  by,       And  lay  it  cold-ly  liy. 

a  m. 


3.  But  while  I  thus  confess  my  shame, 
'Tis  right  that  I  should  praise  his  name, 

Who  makes  me  sometimes  sing ; 
Yes,  Lord,  (I'll  speak  it  to  thy  praise,) 
My  cheerful  song  I  sometimes  raise, 
And  triumph  in  my  King. 

8.  S.  Union,] 


4.  0 !  let  the  case  be  always  so, 
My  song  no  interruption  know. 

Till  death  shall  seal  my  tongue; 
In  heav'n  a  nobler  strain  I  raise, 
And  rest  fi-om  ev'ry  thing  but  praise, 
M)  heaven  an  endless  song, 
i,  [1«  Ch-^rnvt  St.,  PhDada.  ^ 


Quick. 


PRAISE  TO  JESUS.  EdAvard  Howe,  Jr. 


We  come,  we  come,  ii/  joyous  train,  To  sing  the  praise  of  Jesus'  name.  And  high  our  voi-ces  raise; 


1 


5^ 


-p,  ^^^—^^  •--J— .J.  ^ 

He   that  redeemed  our  fallen   race,  And  saves  ns  by  his  sovereign  grace,  Demands  our  highest  prabe. 


li 

i 


Oh  Jesus  !  thou  exahed  King, 
To  thee  our  offering  now  we  bring : 

May  we  our  tongues  employ 
To  swell  the  song  of  dying  love. 
Which  ransomed  souls  now  sing  above 

While  heaven  ie  filled  with  joy. 


Thou  blessed  Lamb  that  once  was  slain, 
Who  bore  the  cross,  endured  its  pain, 

And  died  on  Calvary's  hill : 
We  hail  thee  as  the  risen  Lord, 
Who  came  according  to  thy  word. 

To  do  thy  Father's  will. 


Then  shout  aloud  in  joyful  strains> 
'Tis  Jesus  Christ  forever  reigns, 
High  on  his  throne  above  ; 
And  may  the  heavenly  choirs  on  high. 
Send  back  the  echo  in  reply, 
To  this  our  song  of  love. 


1st  &  2d  Trebles. 


0,  SEND  FORTH  THE  BIBLE 


T.  Hastings.  41  | 


O  send  forth  the     Bible,  more  precious  than  gold  ;  Let    no   ona   presume  the  b  est  gift   to  withhold ; 


^1 


It   speaks  to   all   na-tions    in  language   so   plain,  That   he  who  will  read  it,  true  wisdom  may  gain. 


It  points  us  to  hedien  where  the  righteous  will  goi 
It  warns  us  to  shun  the  dark  regions  of  woe ; 
It  shows  us  the  evil  and  dangers  of  sin, 
And  opens  a  fountain  for  cleansing  within. 

It  tells  us  of  One  who  is  mighty  to  save, 
Who  died  on  the  cross,  and  arose  from  the  grave ; 
Who  dwelieth  on  high,  in  that  holy  abode, 
Interceding  for  man,  with  a  pardoning  God. 


It  tells     that  all  will  awake  from  the  tomb  ; 
Bids  s-ianers  reflect  in  a  judgment  to  come  ; 
It  tells  ns  that  mansions  of  bliss  axe  prepared, 
The  hope  of  believers — their  glorious  award. 

Oh,  who  would  neglect  such  a  volume  as  this, 
That  warns  us  from  danger,  invites  us  to  bliss  I 
Send  forth  the  blest  Bible,  earth's  regions  around. 
Wherever  the  footseps  of  man  shall  be  found. 
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PRECIOUS  SAVIOUR, 


Words  by  JOHN  RUSTON. 


Music  by  AXPRED  WEBB. 

J- 


Precious  Saviour !  of   sal  -  va  •  tion,  We,  this  fes-tal  day, would  sing,And  would  makeoar  cele  -bra-tion, 

I  ri  1  i>     ,  .    I  I  I  I  j  !  !  .  ^   ,     '  '  ' 


With  our  Sa  -  viour's  praises  rin».  'Tia  thy  mer-cy  that  hath  led  aa  To  the  Sab  -  bath- 
I     ^  -f-    -m-      .    _  •       -A-  -A  -^-v^-  ^ 

A     •  T   T  


 •  •  #  «  ^« 

4  -4  # -y-T^j^=;^=^ 


1 


^' — «_«  ^ 

■chools  we  IoT8, 
m      »■  (=> 

*  ^ 

And  our  teach-ers 
#._*.•  # 

there  have  fed  U3 

I 

 «  , 

— ^ — 9— 

-w  ^  \ 

With  the  man-aa 

from  a  -  bove. 

r 

-^-tr|  — ^  ' 

L  ^ — I  1 

• 

Precious  Saviour !  'tis  thy  blessing 

Cheers  us  in  the  mom  of  life ; 
Helps  U8  onward  to  be  pressing, 

'Mid  earth's  sorrow-s  and  its  strife ; 
Guards  from  fascinating  pleasures 

That  would  lead  our  leet  astray ; 
Seu  before  U3  heavenly  treasures, 

While  we  walk  the  narrow  way. 


Precious  Saviour !  we  adore  thee, 

For  thy  many  mercies  shown, 
Let  our  prajses  come  beibre  thee, 

Find  acceptance  at  thy  throne  : 
Thus  our  sonfs  to  heaven  ascending 

Join  with  those  of  saints  above. 
And  with  aneel-voijes  blenduis, 

Celebrate  redeeming  love. 
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Now  be  the  Gospel    banner,  In    eve-ry  land  nnfurled  ;  And  be  the  shout,  Hosanna,  Re-echoed  through  th^ 

3: 


r5   -^f- 


GIRLS. 


world, 


Till  every  isle  and   nation,  Till 


every  tribe  and  tongue  Receive  the  great  sal  -  va  -  tion 
t-M. 


1.  Re- 


ceive  the  great  sal  -  va  -  tion,  Receive 


the  great  sal  -  va  -  tion.  And  join  the  hap  -  py  thronj^. 


Si 


2. 

What  though  th'embattled  legionB 

Of  earth  and  hell  combine  1 
His  arm,  throughout  their  regions 

Shall  soon  resplendent  shine  : 
Ride  on,  O  Lord,  victorious, 

Immanuel,  Prince  of  Peace  ! 
Thy  triumph  shall  be  glorious — 

Thy  empire  still  increase. 


3. 

Yes — thou  shalt  reign  for  ever, 

O  Jesus,  King  of  kings. 
Thy  light,  thy  love,  thy  favor 

Each  ransomed  captive  sings  ; 
The  isles  for  thee  are  waiting, 

The  deserts  learn  thy  praise  ; 
The  hills  and  vallies  greeting. 

The  song  responsive  raise. 


2.  Sins  his  mercy  that  dniri  keep  us 
While  oar  years  are  riitiiag  by; 
Pouring  all  its  richest  treasures. 

Guarding  with  a  father's  eye — 
Countless  iis  the  stars  nf  heavea. 

Richer  far  th^n  golden  store. 
Are  the  blessings  he  hi^-  given. 
Freely  as  the  summer's  show  'r. 

Chobcs.    Sing,  O  sing,  fee 


3.  Sing  his  love,  all  love  stirpassing  I 
How  his  ocly  Son  he  gave 
On  the  cruel  crfts-s  to  suffer, 

Fn>m  its  Aoctm  the  soul  to  save. 
Chi'iilren,  will  you  hear  the  story. 
And  refuse  his  purd'nica  love  ?' 
Come.  O  c  <ine  and  share  his  slory 
In  the  w  orlds  of  light  above. 

Caoa^s.   Sing.  O  sine.  fee. 


Music  by  Wit.  B.  Bp^dbcry.  =<>> 
With  animation.  S  ^  N    ^  w  o<C 


o<"V. 


 rrvvvWTV«-TT^"jnnnru<^ 


r 
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AHHTJAL  MEETING.  45 

Words  by  L.  Cha.pma.n.  Esq.  (3d  Hymn.)  Music  by  T.  Hastings. 


1.   How  pleasant  here  a  -  gain  to  meet;  Howjoy-ful  thus  to  raiae 


Our     tune-ful  notes  ia 


fctr 


1.   songs  so  sweet,  To    our     Re-deem-er's  praise.    To    us    he   has   been   ev  -  er  kind ;  O 

-g-  P  ^»  '-r--r  » ■  ^-i-^-gi^-g— .  f  -  -§i^  ^-^1 


 ZES=^-^  r  1  i  f 


a? 


bless-ed   be   his  name; 


w  & — »   "  — 9- 

He   bears  us  still  up -on  his  mind  ;  His  love    remains  the  same. 


5 


m 


2.  Then  let  us  strive,  while  we  have  breath, 

His  precepts  to  obey; 
For  soon  the  solemn  hour  of  death, 

Will  summon  us  away. 
The  dear  delights  we  now  enjoy, 

Will  then  have  passed  away ; 
But'  Sffeaven  aflbrds  more  sweet  employ, 

Through  one  eternal  day. 


3.  To  our  dear  friends,  assembled  here, 
A  debt  of  love  we  owe. 
For  acts  of  kindness,  year  by  year, 

"Which  they  on  us  bestow, 
May  God  in  mercy  bless  them  all 
With  hope,  and  joy,  and  peace, 
And  with  us  meet,  when  He  shall  call, 
Where  pleasures  never  cease. 


$  46  ^'THE  BIBLE!  THE  BIBLE!" 

c<>o  Music  by  Wm.  6.  BKxsBtiiT. 


I  I 


1.  The  Bi 

2.  The  Bi. 


We  :  the  Bi  -  bie  5  more  pre-cious  than  gold,  The  hopes  aad  the  glo  •  ries  its  °y° 
bie :    the  Bi  -  bie !  blest  vol  -  ume    of  irmh,  How  sweetly  it  smiles    on    the  !V° 


z 


■!» — 


1.  pa  -  ges   un  -  fold ; 

2,  sea  •  son   of  youth ; 


speaks  of 
bids  us 


3=^ 


a  Sa  -  Tiour,  and  tells  of  his  love;  It 
seeiE  ear  -  ly      the  pearl     of  great  price.  Ere 


m 


 !  

-WW 

1.  shows  ns  the  way  to  the  man-sions  a-bove, 

2,  fe'  heart  is  enslaved  in  the  bon-dage  of  vice, 


"  '  •    "  ^  "  f   >  ^ 

It  shows  us  the  way  to  the  mansions  above. 
Ere  th'  heart  is  enslaved  in  the  bondage  of  vice. 


3.  The  Bible  !  the  Bible  !  we  hail  it  with  joy, 

Its  truths  and  its  glories  our  tongues  shall  employ  ; 
We  '11  sins  of  its  triumphs,  we  '11  tell  of  its  worth, 
And  send  its  glad  tidings  afar  o'er  the  earth. 


4.  The  Bible  !  the  Bible  I  the  valleys  shall  ring. 
And  hill- tops  re-echo  the  notes  that  we  sins'; 
Our  banners,  inscribed  wiih  its  precepts  and  rales, 
Shall  long  wave  in  triumph,  the  joy  of  our  Schools. 


Words  by  L.  TTilder. 
_  JJ. 


F£  STIVE  SONG. 


Music  by  Asahel  Abbot» 

.47 


?.  Come,  join  the 
"i.  Lord     "of  the 


fes  -  tive  Song,  Wake 


all 


Chime    with  the 


II   —       "            o   '   " 

(^•.k^                   .    i  .     .  ^  

 8^  

^  ^        ^  p,  

— M-  ^—V-^ 

 a — L 

d  u  

ver  -  nal  throng,  List  to  the  call ;  Hear  we  in  eve  -  ry  breeze,  From  vale  and 
works  ap  -  pear — Boundless  thy  love  ;      All,      all    in  earth  and  sky,   As    glide  the 


-V — 


— 


mountain  trees,  Gla^  notes  of  na  ^  ture  say,  Join  ye  my  lay. 
sea  s  sons     by,      New     glo  -  ries     of    thy  name,    Ev  -    er      pro  -  claim. 


3.  Joyous  -we  swell  the  strain, 
Thankful  to  Thee, 
Watched  by  thy  care,  again 

Sprinp-tide  to  see  : 
Still  in  this  srospel-land 
Thrones  forth  the  Sabbath  battd, 
Under  Truth's  canopy, 

Happy  and  free. 


4.  Onward  forever  flow, 
Truth's  mighty  wave, 
Soon  ev'ry  clime  below 

Conquer  and  save. 
Sweet  as  the  voice  of  Spring, 
Then  ev'ry  tongue  shall  sing, 
Glory  to  God  on  high, 
Glory  for  aye. 


>^  48  CHRIST-THE  lUVER  OF  LIFE. 

W  Words  by  Th.  Tabok,  Esq.,  Jersey  City. 


Music  by  L.  "Wildsh. 


±23 


L.  0 !  there  la 


rlv  •  er  whose  fresh        -  ters  fio-w 


i 

0  er  Earth's  br&adest 


2± 


suT  -  face,  a  cure  for  all  woe 
 ,  .  .  ^ 


Its  streams  are    Ul    heal  -  mg,  there's 

#     ■  #  «_  


i 


J  I  I    .  J 


=1=1= 


lif8    in   each  ware, 
 m  «_ 


6     try    ft    and  pr^ve  it,   'tis     mighty      to  save. 


2=r 


8.  0;  drink  of  this  rirer,  its  fiill,  crystal  flood 
Rcafreshes  and  lightens  of  sin's  \reary  load, 
Its  ripples  ne'er  mix  with  the  biUo-ws  of  strife ; 
This  is  the  "Pare  River  of  Water  of  Life," 


S.  This  beautiful  rirer  our  l>3ast  Trell  may  ^  , 
Tis  fresh,  overfloicing. — and  better,  'tis  fsee  I 
The  sin-sick  rejoice  in  tliis  "peace  speakirg"  tide. 
This  rirer  is  Jesus,  '-the  once  crucified." 


OPENING  HYMN.    God  seen  in  his  Works.  49 

Clieerfalt  Music,  and  Words  chiefly  by  L.  Wilder. 


-I  1 — &  


come,  while  Spring  re 


Ar  -  rayed   in     love  -  ly       dress ; 


Come  join  her 
^   And     gives  his 


cheer  -  fiil 
chil  -  dren 


Our  fa  -  ther's  name  to 
His    power  and    lovo  to 


-f  f  \ 


blpss, 
know. 

zdn: 
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Go  bacls  to  -Jf 


.-^  y 


TEE 


forms  each    hap  -  py 


Go  read  the  bodk  of  nature  ; 

Go  ponder  evt;ry  line; 
In  (ivery  plant  and  creature, 
There  sings  a  voice  divine  ; — 
That  God  has  made  in  beauty, 
Tlie  world  in  wliich  we  live; 
To  loach  the  bhssful  duty, 
To  know  him  and  beheve. 


With 


and  fruit 


glow, 


3. 

We  hoar  it  in  tho  mountain ; 

We  hear  ii  in  the  rill ; 
In  every  sparlcling  fountain; 

In  every  vocal  hill ; 
Bright  suns  and  stars  in  motion, 

Hira  day  and  nighi  proclaim, 
While  earth,  and  boundless  ocean, 

Resound  their  Maker's  name. 


CLOSniG  HYMDT. 


51 


Devoutly. 


Music  and  Words  'av  L.  Wilder. 


Keavenly  Fa-ther,   j-'rant  ihy   bles3  -  ing,     WHiile  thy  praise  we 

Nothing     wor  -  Ihy 


Sia  -  ful  liearLs  and  li\ 


hum  -  bly  sing, 
can    wo  bring: 


-hi: 


i 


.  \    ,      B«et  ad  lifoi 


s — g — g^" 


-g  _r  a  -  g  <?  6^__j__^zz:i^zii"~  III: 


Yot    thy  book    of       love  hath  taught   us,    .   Thou  "wilt  kind  -  ly      bow  thiiia  ear, 


|3 


Whtit  a  boon  to  us  is  given, 

Thus  to  lift  our  voica  on  high, 
Wb!l  assured  the  ear  of  heaven 

Hears  our  wants,  and  will  supply. 
Weak  and  sinful,  O  liow  often, 

Must  wo  look  to  God  alone, 
Fo'-  his  grace  our  heai-ts  to  suften, 

And  sustain  us  tis  hie  own. 


Bless,  O  Lord,  thia  happy  meeting, 

While  we  stay,  and  when  we  go, 
Here  our  hearts  in  friendly  greeting, 

Gladly  join  thy  praise  below ; 
But  all  earthly  unions  sever, 

All  their  pieasures  quickly  fly, 
O  for  grace  to  praise  thee  ever, 

In  that  bettor  world  on  high. 


1  On  Sab -bath  laorn-ing,    O    how    plea-sant    To    come    to     Sab  -  bath  school! 

2  For  there  we    meet  each  gen  -  tie     teach  -  er.    With  -  oat     a     frown     or       rod ; 


When  eve  -  ry  hap  -  py  child  is  pre  -  sent,  And  eve  -  ry  seat  Is  full. 
And  same  -  ttmes  too,    our  dear,  kind  preach  -  er.    Who  speak  to      ua        of  God. 


3  Bnt,  best  of  all,  the  lowly  Saviour 
Is  where  bis  children  meet. 

And  show,  by  quiet,  meek  behaviour, 
They're  sitting  at  his  feet. 

4  How  sweet,  when  all  are  lowly  bending, 
To  ask  His  blessing  there  ; 

Or  when  in  praise  our  voices  blending, 
Thank  Him  who  hears  the  prayer. 

5  The  blessed  Bible  then  engages 
Each  youthful  heart  and  eye. 

To  learn  of  God's  own  holy  pages 
The  wisdom  from  on  high. 

.  S.  S.  0moo,] 


6  And  surely  He,  who  feeds  the  flowers 

With  heaven's  own  morning  dew. 
Will  send  on  our  young  hearts  the  showers 
Of  heavenly  blessing  too. 

7  Then  let  us  gladly  gather  round  Him, 

And  love  Him  while  we  may. 
For  they  who  seek  have  always  found  HifiOt 
E'en  in  their  early  day. 

8  And  when  life's  Sabbaths  all  are  ended. 

We  all  may  meet  above, 
Where  He  for  us  hath  now  ascended. 
Our  Father's  bouse  of  love. 

[146  Chestnut  st..  rhilack. 


Lord,  hear  out  song,  while  we  swell  thy  praise.     That  with  pure  young  hearts  we  would  strive  to  raise. 

The  lambs  of  thy  flock,  O,  now  gather  in, 


Thou  canst  keep  us,  Saviour,  from  every  (in 


Hallelujah  I      Hallelujah  I     Inallelujah  t 


3^ 


lire 


Lord,  hear  our  song,  while  we  swell  thy  praise, 

That  with  pure  young  hearts  we  would  strive  to  raise , 

The  lambs  of  thy  flock,  O  now  gather  in  ; 

Thou  canst  keep  us,  Saviour,  from  every  sin. 

Though  but  children  all,  we  can  ne'er  forget 

Our  great  Lord  and  King,  who  for  sinners  wept , 

Whom  our  teachers  have  taught  us  to  praise  and  love: 

Tho'  he  wept  on  earth,  now  he  reigns  above. 

But  those  mournful  scenes  are  gone,  all  gone, 

And  we  cannot,  cannot  think  thereon. 

Dear  Shepherd,  the  sufferings  thou  hast  endured, 

Thy  wandering  lambs  to  thy  fold  have  lured. 

Now  we  come,  we  come  to  be  gathered  in 

To  thy  fold,  kind  Shepherd,  and  kept  from  sitt 

Pear  Saviour,  now  fold  us  beneath  thy  wing  j 

We  have  come,  all  come  to  be  gathered  in. 


HISS  C.  O.  L. 


1.  O  Lord,  let   our  songs  find  «c  •  cept-anc©  be  •  fore  tliee,    And  pierce  thro'  tha 


1 
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■Or 


skies  to  tMne  uppermost  throne ;  For  thou  stoopestto  lis-ten  when  children  a  -  dore  thee,  Ami 


sendest  thy  blessinf  3,  and  sendest  th  j  blessiags,  And  sendfst  thy  blessings  like  messengers  down. 


 HP — r 


2,  OoT  Father,  onr  Pether,  Tre  aific  thee  to  guide  us, 
And  keep  us  from  sin  till  life's  joomey  be  o'er ; 
the  la«t  si(;h  of  aeitiire,  whate'er  else  betide  tb, 
"  waft  us  to  glory,  when  time  is  no  raoro. 


3.  Then,  then  will  we  sing  the  sweet  song  of  the  blewd. 

And  mingle  our  strains  with  the  myriads  above  ; 
Far  surpassinz  all  strains  that  our  tonguss  e'er  expreme^ 
And  Jesus,  tlie  chores,  and  Infinite  Lore. 


JJ  IDT  IB  H  L  IS  IS  o 
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Here  we  jthrong  to  praise  the  Lord :  Listen  now,  listen  now.   Here  we  throng  to  praise  the  Lord,  AVith  our  infant  lays. 


Ha  who  onee  lay  in  a  manger,  Now  enthroned  our  blest  Redeemer,  With  a  father's  love  has  said,  He'd  accept  our  praise. 


•  #  0 

■  1^   V.  ^ 

1. 

Here  we  throng  to  praise  the  Lord  j 

Listen  now,  listen  now. 
Here  we  throng:  to  praise  iht  Lord 

With  ou-r  infant  lays. 
He  who  once  lay  in  a  man^er^ 
Now  enthroned  our  blest  Redeemeri 
With  a  father's  love  has  said. 

He'd  accept  our  praise. 
2. 

Let  younw  children  come  to  me," 

Jesus  said,  Jesus  said  ; 
*'  Let  young  children  come  to  me, 

"  And  forbid  them  not. 
"  For  of  such,'-  the  Saviour  told  them, 

Is  composed  my  heavenly  kingdom." 
What  a  rapturous  thought  it  is, 

Christ  forijets  us  not ! 


3. 

Let  us  love,  and  now  adore  ; 

Love  him  now,  love  him  now. 
liOt  us  love,  and  now  adore. 

In  our  youthful  strength- 
Let  us  never  grieve  our  Saviour, 
Who  hath  died  to  win  us  favor. 
Ah  !  this  thought  should  melt  our  hearts, 

Children's  hearts  can  melt. 
4. 

But  we'll  have  a  joyous  song, 

Joyous  song,  joyous  song  j 
But  we'll  have  a  joyous  sonj 

For  our  jubilee. 
Jesus  lives  and  reigns  forever ; 
This  will  make  us  joyous  ever. 
Saviour,  hear  this  praise  to  thee, 

Who  remembered  me. 

MISS  CAROLINE  0.  LA3IS0N. 


FLEET  STREET.    10s,  7s,  &  5. 


,    ^  When  the  rao'iiing  light  driyes  away  the  night,  With  the  sun    so     bright  and  full, 
*  ^   And  it  di-aws  it3  Uuo  near  the  iiour  of  nine,  i'U    a  -  way   to  the  ISabbutti  Sciiool! 


For  'tis 


there  we  aU    a  -  gree,  All  with  happy  heaj  ts  and  free,  And  I    lore  to  ear  -  ly     be     At  the 


— a — ^ — ^ — V — }  ^ — ^- 


\t  the 




I           Sab  -  batii  S&hool :  Vll  a  -  way !  a  -  way !  Ill  a  -  way !  a  -  way !  Til  a-y 

v^ay  to  Sabbath  School ! 

SL  On  the  ft-osty  davm  of  a  winter's  mom. 
When  the  t*ai  th  is  wrapped  in  scow, 
Or  ttie  sum  roar  breeze  plays  rouad  the  trees, 
To  the  Sabbath  sehool  I  go  ; 
Wbfan  Uie  holy  diy  has  come, 
Aad  the  Sabbath  bioakers  roam, 
I  delight  to  kave  my  home, 
For  the  Sabbath  school :   Vll  away  !  Src, 

3.  In  the  class  I  meet  with  the  friends  I  greet, 
At  the  time  of  moruing  prayer  ; 
And  oar  hearts  we  raise  in  a  hymn  of  praise, 
For  'tis  always  pleasant  there : 


In  the  Book  of  holy  truth, 
Full  of  counsel  and  reproof, 
We  behold  the  guide  of  youth, 
At  the  Sabbath  school :    PlL  away  !  ire. 

4.  May  the  dews  of  grace  fill  the  hallowed  place. 
And  the  sunshine  never  fail, 
While  each  blooming  rose  which  in  memory  grows, 
Shall  a  sweet  perfume  exha.e  : 
When  we  mingle  here  no  more, 
But  have  met  on  Jordan's  shure, 
We  will  talk  of  moments  o'er, 
At  the  Sabbath  school :   Pll  axay !  S  c. 


I 


HYMN.  *'Let  every  heart  rejoice." 

it  Alleirro  Maestoso-/  Dim 
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,    i  Let  every  heart  rejoice  ajid  sing;  Let  choral 

}  Ye  reverend  men  and  children  bring  To  God  your«ac  -  ri 


anthems  rise ;  ) 

fice;  \ 

He  bid.H  the  sun  to  i-ise  and  set;  In  heaven  his  power  is  known  ;  } 

}  And  eaiUi  subdued  to  him,  shall  yet  Bow  low  be -fore  his  throne;  ( 


±=± 


For  he  Is  good ;  The 
For    he   is  good ;  Tho 


Loi*d  is  good,  And  kind  are  all  hiB  ways ;  With  songs  and  honors  sounding  loud,  The  Lord  Jehovah  ^ 


1 


/"unisons- 


praise,  While  tbe  roclcs  and  tlie  riile,  WbUe  tlie  Tales  and  the  liills,  A  glorious  aa  -  them   raise :  Let 


each  prolong  the  grateful  song.  And  the  God  of  our  fathers  praise,  And  the  God  of  our  fathers  praise. 


2Z3 


58        DARK  NIGHT  AWAY  HATH  ROLL'D 

1st  ic  2d  Trebles.  Nursery  Songs,  by  permission. 


3,  by  permissi 


Dark  night    a  -  way  hath  roll'd,  Glad  birds  are  soar  -  ing  high ; 


I 


:*zz*t=3tr:tl[izt31 


1  Dark  night  away  hath  roll'd 
Glad  birds  are  soaring  high ; 
The  sun  with  rays  of  gold, 
Looks  from  the  daz^ing  sky. 


2  Teach  me  to  thank  the  Power, 
Wh  >se  hand  sustains  me  so : 
Who  o'er  each  fragrant  flower 
Bids  dews  of  mercy  flow. 


3  O  raise  my  heart  above, 
Where  angel  hosts  adore ; 
111  praise  thee  for  thy  love, 
Ann  count  thy  m^ircies  o'er. 


L.  H.  S. 


THERE'LL  BE  IfO  PARTING  THERE!  59 

Mod«rate.  H.  E.  Mathzws.  Amag&d. 


1.  Here   wa  meet  Jo     pajt     a  -  gaiiV)      Here  vre  meet  to    part     a  -  gain,  But  when  we  meet  on 

2.  Here   we  maet  to     psirt     a  -  gain,      Here  we  meet  to    part     a  -  gain,  But  w ken   a    seat  in 


Cjuuwm's  plain,  Therell  be  no  pariinf  tlaeie, 
fa»avau  we  gain,  Hiei  e'll  be.  &c. 


that  bright  world  a  -  bore, 


Ch-ovus* 
t  » 


that  bright  world  a  -  bore  : 


Bhout!  shoBt  the   yic  -  tory,  we're  on  our  journey  homa. 


3.  Here  we  meet  to  part  again, 

Bat  there  we  shall  with  Jeeus  reiga, 
There'll  be,  &c. 


4.  Here  we  meet  to  part  again, 

But  when  we  join  the  heavenly  train, 
ITiere'U  be,  &c. 


ADDmOKAL  WOKDS  FOS  SIOOND  HYMIJ. 


3,  He  placed  us  In  this  happy  land, 
Care  us  the  Sabbath  scliool. 
And  teaehera  faitbful,  good,  and  kind, 
With  hearts  of  love  bo  full ;   Fer  he  it,  <5-c. 


4.  We  praise  him  for  h'n  only  Son, 
We  praise  him  for  his  love. 
And  when  on  earth  our  race  is  ran. 

We'll  sing  his  praise  above ;   Fer  he  is,  (cc 
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Music  by  J.  E.  GAMBLE. 


1.  fe^o    at    the    sound  of 

2.  Where  hea-ron  -  Ij       an  -  gels 

3.  'Tis     Je  -  BUS    calls    -with  the 


the 


I 


Sab  -  bath  bell,  Come  to  the  ho  -  ly  place  ;  Come 
love  to  come,  Each  ho  -  ly  Sab  -  bath  day ;  Come 
Sab  -  bath  bell.       Let     chris-tian  Chil  -  dren  come  ;  In 


I 


fa 


i 


where  the  seul  is  al  -  ways  well,  The  bless  - 
to  the  chris-tian's  hap-py  home^  Come  from 
ho  -    ly    songs  their  thanks  to  tell.     All  in 


ed    home   of      graoe.  rCnoRLT.] 
the    world    st,  -    way.     Come,  come  to     the  hoass 
their  Sab  -  bath  home. 


1 — 1  

-1  f^n 

of  pray'r,  Come,  come 

a  -  way 

— 

;   Wo  will  sing 

hi  8  prais  -  es  the 

ro.  Ev  - 
^^—^ 

ery  fab  - 

Viath  day. 

-f- — 



t3£ 

_^  ^2_^  

4.  That  holy  place-is  hearen  below, 
The  Sabbath— joy  and  rest  ;— 
like  the  bright  world  where  we  may  go, 
The  home  of  all  the  blest.    Come,  &c. 

The  house  of  God,  and  the  house  of  pray'r 
With  Jesus  ever  nigh  ; 
Let  children  come,  and  early  there 
Prepare  to  meet  on  high.    Come,  &«. 


6.  Froin  carihly  scenes  we  must  soon  away, 
To  gire  account  at  last, 
Bright  golden  hours,  the  Sabbath  day, 
ar    The  all  are  fleeting  fast.    Come,  &c. 
f .'  Lord,  we  would  come,  our  spirits  would  fiM 
Life's  little  journey  o'er, 
Teacher  and  taught,  would  dwell  with  Thee 
Oa  Canaaa'a  happy  shore.    Come,  ko. 


SETON 


Let  the  child-ren    come  to    rae,"   Once  on  earth  the    Sa-viour  said  ;   Then  up  •  on  them 


Music  ly  Chas.  W.  Lord,  gj 


r 
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with    a    bless-ing,  Hands  di  -  vine  were  gent  -  ly    laid.     Come  to  Je  -  sus,    lit  -  tie  child-ren. 


EE 


-B—9 


_^_L .  r    r  \_ 
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Come    a  -  way—    Come  to     Jo  -  sus,     lit  -  tie  child  -  ren. 


Come 


day 


— 0 — & — 

2.  Still  that  voice  of  gentle  love 

Calls  away  from  earth  and  sin  ; 
Let  the  children  early  seeking, 
Serve  him  now — to-day  begin. 
Come  to  Jesus,  youthful  Pilgrim,  Learn  the  way  ; 
Come  to  Jesus,  youthful  Pilgrim,  Nor  delay. 


3.  "  Suffer  them,  forbid  them  not  " — 
They  my  Father's  blessing  share  ; 
Thus  he  speaks, — "  Theirs  too  the  kingdom,"- 
Train  them  with  a  pious  care. 
Come  to  Jesus,  youthful  Pilgnm,  Come  to-day  ; 
Come  to  Jesus,  little  children,  Come  away. 
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Z£IL.  S's&n 


BOST. 

A  Clergyman  of  Switzerland. 


m 


H3 


1.  Praise  to  God,  the  great  Cre  -  a  •  tor,  Praise  to  God  from  eve  •  ry  tongue ;  Join,  my    soul,  with 


?z:l?z:p: 
£z±=E: 
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 b — ^ 


ry     crea-ture.  Join  the  u  -  ni       ver-sal  song,  Join  the    u  •  nl        fer-sal  song 


2.  Father,  source  of  all  compassion, 
Pure,  unbounded  grace  is  thine : 
Hail  the  God  of  our  salvation, 
Praise  him  for  his  love  divine. 


3.  Jovfully  on  earth  adore  him, 

Till  in  heaven  our  song  we  raise  ; 
Then  enraptured  fall  before  him, 
Logt  in  wonder,  love  and  praise. 


Andante 


0S 


THANKS  TO  OUR  FATHER  IN  HEAVEN. 


1.  Father,liear!  to  thee  we  raise  Grateful  songs  and  hymns  of  praise;  Let  thy  bless-ing    on  ns  rest, 

2.  Thou  hast  given  us  friends  most  dear;  Parents,  teachers,  loved  ones  here,  Who  for  us  both  watch  and  pray, 

3.  Lord !  be  thou  our  guide  through  youth,  Lead  us  in  the  paths  of  truth ;  Fill  our  hearts  with  thy  rich  grace^ 


pi 

-If-: 

t— 
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With  thy  smile 
And  would  lead 
Fit    U3  for 


may  we  be  blest.  Thanks  to  Thee,  our 
in  the  right  way.  Give  us  grace  to 
the  realms  of  bUss.  Thus  we  hope  to 


Fa  -  ther  kind, 
hear  their  voice, 
do    thy  will — 


That  pro-vi  -  sion 
And  may  wis-dom 


In 


the  world  our 


for  the  mind 
be  our  choice ; 
partful-mi;  ^ 


Thou  hast  made,  and  to  us  given 
On  -  ward  press  and  up  -  ward  move, 
And  when  life's  brief  hour    is  o'er, 


la   thy  love,  as     rich    as  heaven, 
ing  all    by    deeds  of  love. 
Meet  in  heaven  and  love  Thee  more. 


-0—0' 
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SONG  OF  PRAISE. 


H.  E.  MiTHHwa.  MrrangeA> 


ii 
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1.  Come,      us  sweetly  sing,  join  in   fall  chorus,    Praise  to  the  mighty  King,  Him  who  reigneth  o'ei  .us ! 

2.  Hail !  hail  to  Him  who  once  slept  in    a  manger,  Wandered  from  place  to  place,  homeless  and  a  stranger 


V-V: 


tr   1  ^^^^i:  r 


rT  k 

lit -tie  child,  gentle   and  low-ly.  Taught  us  how  we  should  live,  loving,  pure,  and  lowly. 


Once  He,  a 

Suffered  and  died  for  us, — 0  wondtoua  sto  -  ry  I 


Suflered  that  we  might  all  dwell  with  Him  in  glo-ry. 


0  !  Thou  who  once  did  hear  children  when  singing, 
Thou  who  did'st  sweetly  say,  Suffer  ye  their  bringing  ; 
From  thy  bright  home  above  graciously  bending. 
List  to  our  joyful  songs,  gratefully  ascending. 


Be  Thou  our  guard  and  guide,  grant  us  thy  Spirit, 
Own  us  as  thine  at  last,  through  thy  perfect  merit ; 
Then  shall  we  sweetly  sing  in  angelic  chorus. 
Praise  evermore  to  Hini  who  shall  there  reign  o'ct  na. 


Xtderato* 


CHILDREN  IN  HEAVENi 


H.  E.  Matsewb.  Arranged, 
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1.  A-round  the  thi'one  of  God  in  heav'n,  Thonsands  of  children  stand;  Children  whose  sina  are  all  forgiv'n,  A 


n  Chorus,  -ff  k     K  K  ^ 

ho  -  ly,  hap'^py  baud,  Singing  Glo  -  ry,       glo  •  ry,        glo  -  ry  Tbo    to  God    m  high. 

BT^'\{~^—^  •«: — w-s  r®  *  r"^^ — • — 0 — —  +— r-  rn 
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\  k'-n 


IS 


k    I      1  I 
ry  Tbo    to  God    oa  high. 


2  In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white, 
See  every  one  arrayed  ; 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light, 
And  joya  that  never <§ide, 

Singing,  &c. 

S  What  bronght  them  to  that  world  above  ? 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  :— 
How  came  those  children  there  ? 

Singing,  &c* 


4  Because  the  Savior  shed  his  blood, 
To  wash  away  their  sin  : 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 
Behold  them  white  and  clean  I 

Singing,  &c. 

fi  Oh  earth  they  sought  the  Savior's  grace. 
On  earth  they  loved  his  name  ; 
So  now  they  see  his  blessed  face, 

And  stand  before  the  Lamb, 
Singing  Glory,  glory,  glory  be  to  God  oa  high* 


S.  Why  ha*  a  pastor's  care  ( 

So  kindly  been  bestowed,  | 

■While  many  a  sweet  and  ardent  praye*  f 

From  his  Am  heart  has  flowed  I  > 

8.  And  why  has  tmth  divine  | 

Soft  from  his  lips  distilled  t  I 

Why  should  Ills  heart  so  much  InellBe^  } 

Toward  ev'ry  little  child  i 

t.  W^.th  him  how  many  a  year  { 

Of  precious  time  has  flown  I  ' 
>  TX«  kpmt  aa  wrtttmfour  or  five  yecn  mgojm  a  SundayviMll  eeUbnthn  at  St. 
.  S.  S.CDion,] 


The  day  of  his  reward  li  neaiv 
To  wear»  starry  crown. 

5.  Yet  may  a  God  of  grace, 

Who  all  the  glory  claims, 
Still  spare  him  in  this  hallowed  ^OM 
To  feed  the  tender  lambs. 

6.  And  may  our  hearts  no  more 

Incline  to  sinful  ways, 
But  learn  our  Saviour  to  adore 
And  give  to  God  the  praise. 
0etrff^i  dtureh,  then  und*r  the  eare  <tf  the  late  Xev.  Dr.  i 

n48CheBtirattt.,PhnsAi.] 
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Music  by  J.  H.  GAMBLE. 


l.Bles.-ed     Bible!     ^o^^C' W   And   of    Wes.  -  tag    to    the  soul  ;  ^^ZlluhStZ^ 


=3: 


hearts  a  -  right, 
as  our  guide, 
earth  be  fevr, 


And  our    er  -  ring  thoughts  con  -  trol. 
Thro'  the    ma  -  ny     snares  of  youth. 
Take  us     then  to     sing    in  heaven. 


Et  -  er  glo  -  rious   lamp  of   life ! 
Gra-ciousFa  -  ther,    on  -   ly  Thou, 
There  to  thank  Thee   er  -  er  -  more. 


I 


I 


Shmemon  ua  aU  tlie  w  ;  Lead  u3  from  each  path  of  strife.  Guide  us  thro' the  hea»ettlyway. 
SrSess-tas  efnstbLr?  Watchourheytsandgui^aeusnow^ 

T«  -  i,r    /I  wAlUno-.T^Uce  :  Who  thro' life  has  guid-ed  o'er,    By    tlie  bless-iugs  oi^ny  grace. 


I 


In     thv  ho  -  ly    dwelling-place  :  Who  thro'  life 
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